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" Couldn't stand any more, brother 1 " Piotra remem-
bered the words. " A deserter, a fool like Christonia ; and
now he's the commander of the regiment, and I'm left out
in the cold/' Piotra thought, his eyes glittering bitterly.
He turned and walked swiftly towards his quarters. He
saddled his horse, listening as the cossacks riding away from
Vieshenska fired their rifles, in accordance with immemorial
custom announcing the return of service-men to their
villages